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valley between Pozieres and Martinpuich a German field battery
had been brought into action, enfilading the position. I could
see the gunners distinctly. At almost point-blank range they had
commenced to direct shell-fire among the wounded. The shells
bit through the turf, scattering the white chalk, and throwing
aloft limbs, clothing, and fragments of flesh. Anger and the
intensity of the fire consumed my spirit, and not caring for
the consequences, I rose and turned my machine-gun upon the
battery, laughing loudly as I saw the loaders fall.

I crept forward among the Highlanders and riflemen, spurring
them, to action, giving bullet for bullet, directing fire upon the
machine-gun nests, whose red flashes and wisps of steam made
them conspicuous targets. The shell-fire increased from both
flanks, and the smooth sward became pitted and hideous, but
as each shell engraved itself upon the soil, a new scoop of cover
was made for the safety of a rifleman.

A Highlander, terror in his eyes, lay on his back spewing blood,
the chest of his tunic stained red. I tore open the buttons and
shirt. It was a clean bullet wound, and I gave words of encourage-
ment to the man, dragging him to a shell cavity, so that in a
more upright position he could regain strength after the swamping
of his lungs, and then creep back to safety.

The dismal action was continued throughout the morning,
German fire being directed upon any movement on the hillside.
Towards noon, as my eyes searched the valley for reinforcements
or for some other sign of action by those directing the battle,
I descried a squadron of Indian cavalry, dark faces under glisten-
ing helmets, galloping across the valley towards the slope. No
troops could have presented a more inspiring sight than these
natives of India with lance and sword, tearing in mad cavalcade
onto the skyline. A few disappeared over it : they never came
back. The remainder became the target of every gun and rifle.
Turning their horses' heads, with shrill cries, these masters of
horsemanship galloped through a hell of fire, lifting their mounts
lightly over yawning shell-holes ; turning and twisting through
the barrage of great shells : the ranks thinned, not a man escaped.
Months later the wail of the dying was re-echoed among the
Himalayan foothills ..." weeping for her children and would
not be comforted.3'

I realized the utter futility of any further attempt to advance,
and bent my energies to extricating such men as remained alive
and unwounded from the battleground^ now the point of con-